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to get them together again. To their honour, I
must say, not one of them ran back to Madrid, but
it was a miracle that I was able to get them in the
wood with only two wounded. Bullets were whist-
ling through the branches . . ."

As if he had dealt her a blow, she jumped up from
her chair. " And you dare tell me that ! That's
what you are proud of! That heroism of yours,
that war of yours ! And we sit alone here months
on end ... No letter, no post card . . . This
war of yours, what's that to us ? The women want
peace ! "

I was fidgeting on my chair, greatly embarrassed.
" I think, Vacas, it would be better if I went.33

He had already put on his cap. " We'll clear
out together."

Before we had reached the door Maria had thrown
away her knitting and, her arms flung about Vacas,
was holding him back. " You must not take it
badly, companero captain ! I know quite well that
I have been talking a lot of nonsense, . . . that we
didn't wish for war, . . . that the Fascists began
it, . . . that there can be no peace till we have
won. In fact, I told him myself he had to join
up . . ." And turning to Vacas, " I know it was
mean of me to say what I did, but you must not go
away. . . . You were so long in coming and I
was going mad with being alone. . . . And, my